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Hamburger 


A play in two acts 


by Frank B. Ford 
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DIANE, around thirty-five, a ditzy housewife enamored of adult 
education 


MAC, around forty-five, a formerly ebullient businessman, now 
gripped by a diseasg¢ that turns men to stone 


COOK, 30, and mostly over-demonstrative in word and action 


WAITER, a teen who doesn’t want to be there, especially in the 
cornball uniform of the day. 


PROFESSOR, 30, half an ardent revolutionary, half a fat fraud. 
A dangerous combination 


PORKPIE, a teen--wears a porkpie hat. Professor’s follower 
and intimate. 


HUNTER, 40, a violent stereotype 


POLICEMAN, 25, workaday, believes in routine and its relationship 
to order. 


A very large hamburger, probably made of some kind of plastic. 
A rusty pipe sticks up through the middle of the bun. 
There is a light inside the hamburger. The whole shabby works is 
the central decoration of a pseudo-Pennsylvania Dutch drive-in 
restaurant.) Somewhere in the vicinity is a transparent 
cube or window frame. Lights come up on the staring COOK 


in this “kitchen.” 


Enter WAITER. He wears a patchy beard mace of steel wool, and 
carries a walkie-talkie with his order pad clipped to 


the back. He plays with switch which rat-tat-tats through a 
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loudspeaker. Cook remains blank for now--he alternates between 
this state and acute demonstration. 
DIANE enters with MAC, she fluttery while banging along with 


clogs, he extraordinarily stiff. 


Diane 

It said pull right in here. A sign. 
Mac 

Sign? Sign? 
Waiter 


That's right Ma’am, but it aint required.. 


Diane 
Well that's what it said! 

Waiter 
Vill you eat? 

Diane 
Fine for you to say. 

Waiter 


Kissing vears out but our cooking-- 

Diane 
Honestly! 

Waiter 
Throw Mama over the fence-- 

Mac 


No! 


Diane 
I thought some Pennsylvania thing. An inspection. Pull 
right in-- 

Waiter 
To Dutch icade burger! 

Diane 


And we laughed at my Father! 


Waiter 
Ma’ am? 
Diane 
How could I say it clearer? 
Waiter 
Throw Mama over the fence a bale of hay. 
Diane 
That's so cruel! Why do people always keep saying 6 Susans 
It's like the car: everything on it buzzes and they don't tell 


you why. You have to find out for yourself. 


Mac 
Nice machine. 


Diane 

I don't think so. Nobody tells you anything anymore. 
Mac 

Nice machine! 
Diane 


Well Mac knows machines but they should tell you something. 


IL makes you crazy turning everything off till the stupid buzzing 
stops. 
Waiter 
Process of elimination. 
Diane 
Please don't say any more of those country things. They're 
disgusting! 
Mac 
(gagging sound) 
Waiter 
I take order for you folks? It's two for one. 
Diane 
What's that? 
Waiter 
What you get once you get twice. 
Diane 


That'll be the day--when you get anything at all. My father said 
all this was coming. 


Mac 
Nice machine. 
Diane 
He should be in a hospital but I thought...a Holiday Inn? 
Waiter 
Nice one not far but our Toofer-one's more famous. 
Diane 


Then give us one. Or two. 
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(WAITER flips switch and we get screeching feedback. MAC looks 
like a twitchy swimmer trying to drain an ear; COOK pretends to 
be shot, sinking slowly as he flashes his spatula.) 

Diane 
Everything is getting so silly. 
(MAC lurches to hamburger, sits on springy chair beside it, 
examines it in the manner of a doctor at a body, thumping with a 
finger. 

WAITER gives order through walkie-talkie, COOK popping up to 

react with his own orgiastic ritual...) 

Waiter 
It's a toofer-one! Wonder! Whirl! Wiggle! 

Diane 


What kind of food is that? 


Waiter 

Wonder burgers! Wonder fries! Wonder shakes! Wuh wuh wuh! 
Diane 

Nothing's that good. 
Cook 


(through loudspeaker) Wonder-fullllllll! (when) I get done! 
Diane 

Well what's the matter with him? 
Waiter 


Can't I get you folks nothing else? 
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Mac 
(peering into hamburger) Half a horse! 
Waiter 
Sir? 
Diane 
Doesn't anybody understand anything anymore? 
Waiter 
No Ma’am. 
Diane 
The motor! Half a horse power! Must be in there for something. 
Mac 
Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmm. (making a stiff stirring motion with his whole 
body) 
Diane 
You can't fool Mac on that! It's his business! 
Waiter 
Yes Ma’am. No. Uh...cooking vears out but kissing don't! 
Diane 
That's backwards! 
Waiter 
Sorry about dat. Vell I get too soon old and too late 
schmarttttttt! 
Diane 


That's six of one and half a dozen of the other. 
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Mac 


(leaping up and stirring with his body, obscenely) Mmmmmmmm! 
Mmmmmm ! 


Waiter 
Shouldn't do dat. People get wrong idea. 
Diane 
Hmpf! When they get the right one write a letter to China. 
A long one full of lies. Jesus knows what's going on 
and don't think he doesn't. 
Waiter 
Lots of churches after your meal. 
Diane 
Not today but I voted for Nixon. All I could do. 
Mac 
Tuh! Tuh! Tuh! 
Diane 
He means it used to turn, the hamburger. 


Waiter 


I don't know Ma’am. They had the water shooting out of it last 
week but I never did see it turn. 


Diane 
Don't try to fool Mac. People are in for a surprise around here. 

Waiter 
It turned! Don't that beat all? 

Diane 


I don't know. 
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(MAC returns to seat and pretends to spit water upwards.) 
Diane 

We know, Honey. He was fine yesterday, but then he got all stiff. 
Waiter 

Lots of stuff going around. 
Diane 

We'll all be wearing gas masks. Won't that be a fine life? 
Waiter 

Vell you excuse me I vait on these other people. (exits) 
Diane 


(shouts) There's nobody e_se here! Lie about the little things 
and then you'll be stealing cars. 


(MAC has been tapping the hamburger but now sits bolt upright.) 
Diane 


That's it Mac, you just relax. (Now putting her arm around him) 
All work and no play with your stupid partner Curt running home 
all the time trying, to catch Olla screwing in the new kitchen 
and her always pretending to kill herself. Honestly! What a 
lemon! And if she's not having a breakdown or tackling some 
repairman, well then there she is with Malcolm and smoking 
marijuana in the twenty-five thousand dollar kitchen. Stainless 
steel everywhere but you can't get rid of that marijuana stink. 
And Spick and Span can brag all they want to. 


Mac 
Stink? Span? Spack? (puts ear to hamburger) 

Diane 
That partner of yours! He can cat all the yogurt and jogging he 
wants, he's still a slob. You can't shine shit my father said 


and didn't even know him. (MAC shakes his head and throws back an 
arm to tell her she disturbs his concentration.) 
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All right Honey. But you're everything to that company. Don't 
forget it. (musing) That toll collector now...he was a handsome 
man. Oh I know he was a Little nasty at first with his 
(imitation bass) "Well that's a new record from the Valley Forge 
exchange!" I didn't tell him but ( visionary) 1 like to goa 
hundred. A hundred's all ziggle-y blurs. Like green water. 
Like (puzzled) long green water. And I watched you, Honey. It 
all rannnnnnn across your eyes all green and pretty. (MAC turns 
to her and blankly remembers something of it.) 


Well he let me go when he stuck his head in and saw you and I 
told him we were going to a hospital or a Holiday Inn. (She 
kisses him.) 


Mac 


Hate! 
Diane 


Oh you're just jealous cause I told you about marrying him on TV 
before I saw him. That's just a daydream cause I see people 
before I meet them lots of times. You know that. It means 
nothing at all. 


(giggles) You were the preacher and Fatso Curt the best man. 
As if I'd ever pick him! And Olla and Malcolm coking it up in 
the middle of all the flowers. They took Malcolm clean out of 
Rutgers and sent him to Trenton State but I bet they got drugs 
there too. 


Mac 
Hundred? Fast kill! 
Diane 


God what's the difference what gets you. Live for today! 
(swinging binoculars out, sighting through them.) Oh look how 
nice it is here. In the car you never get a good look. FAMOUS 
MURDER ENACTED DAILY. If we got time. LIL-ALS CERAMICS 
FEATURING WORLD’S LARGEST ASHTRAY. 


And here's one hard to beat: decoupage coffin. But it's just a 
kit. We can see the murder later if you really want to but 
they're better on TV. 


Mac 
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Kih kih kih kih kih--! (Kill) 
Diane 


Now don't get mad: at the English language. We can't help that. 
All we can do is make it up as we go along. They way we do 
everything. What else can you do? You say something to me 

and I make up what you said. Imagination, Mac! Like marrying 
the toll collector. What else is there? 


Mac 
Kill! (He's crawling on hamburger.) 
Diane 


Ooocc0000! Great big man with a dirty beard and a pretzel and 
he's blessing us like the pope. PRETZELTERIA--that's cute. But 
Z it's ... (staggering backwards and letting binoculars fall) 
all coming at you! All tumbling down on you. The wires! Sick 
at your stomach. (She hears Mac's clambering) Oh Mac! (blinking 
her eyes) You looked so nice and now you're going to get all 
dirty. (He's peering inside as he crawls, and now he grips the 
rusty pipe as she starts crawling after him, clogs and binoculars 
bumping.) (with WAITER to whom they obviously have given an 
order) 


Enter PROFESSOR and PORKPIE, staring at them all the while they 
walk to a table. PROFESSOR wears Che Guevara sweatshirt with 
random peace signs; PORKPZE a porkpie hat. 

Diane 
It's really not our hamburger. (When she gets near him 
he swings his freé arm back viciously.) 


Te*s Diane! Your Di! 


Mac 
Die! 


Diane 
You stop or Mommy'll hit back! 
Mac 


(swinging arm forward to grasp pipe with both hands) 
Whole horse! Whole horse! 


10 


Diane 


Did I say it wasn't? I'm on your side. (now peering in) 
Oh yeah. Boy that's an oid one all right! They had that one 
before electricity. 


(Suddenly mollified, he lets go and slides down and into her. 
They bump off the hamburger together. Then PROFESSOR and PORKPIE 
jump upon the hamburger and Imitate DIANE anc MAC, finally 
playing a king of the mountain in which they slap at each other 
and shriek and giggle. MAC claps his hands over his ears. WAITER 
exits, shaking his head.) 


Diane (cont) 


Aren't they silly Mac? (has to shout to be heard) Hippies. 
They don't want to work. 


(Whenever they can PROFESSOR and PORKPIE make faces at DIANE and 
MAC but she ignores them by taking up the binoculars again and 
looking in another direction.) 


Another FISHFACE opening here. It's a statue of a fish, 

Mac. Laminated wood sculpture! Didn't I tell you that my Art 
Around You course would do some good? (Takes binoculars from 
eyes, jiggles them.) 


Mac 
Crap! 


Diane 


I'm in Seeing when we get back but only because Yoga is closed. 


Lance teaches Seeing and that's his only name. Can you beat it? 
Mac 

Fishface? 
Diane 


Not you, Silly. 
Mac 


Lance? 


Professor 
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No, Lance is a Faggot. 

Porkpie 
Maybe he's a faggot fishface. 

Professor 
Or a fishface faggot with one name. 

Porkpie 
Don't call the kettle black. 

Mac 
Seeing? 

Professor 


That sonabitch's out of synch. 


Diane 
(flustered) Emily Post! 

Porkpie 
Fuck her. 

Professor 
But by the book. 

Diane 


I talking about politeness, and I don't remember inviting you two 
into my life. 


Professor 
I haven't checked the maii. 
Porkpie 


Faggot fuckin fishface with one name and putting out shit all the 
ladies eat up! I love it! Lance! 
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Professor 


You're a child. Grow up and you don't have to beat everything to 
death. 


Porkpie 
It hasn't died yet. Let you know when it does. (They slip off 


hamburger the same way MAC and Diane did.) 


Professor 
How about Wily Post? 

Porkpie 
He's a second banana. 

Professor 


She'll grab what she can get. (PROFESSOR AND PORKPIE go back to 
their table, PROF panting.) 


Mac 
Wily Post? Wily Post? Wily Post? 
Professor (re MAC) 
If that sonofabitch didn't exist we'd have to invent him. 
Diane 
Well what's so hot about you? 
Professor 
Go kiss the FISHFACE sign! French! 
Diane 
You're disgraces. 
Professor 
In all probability but may I ask you a question? 


Diane 
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No! 


Professor 
What did it do for you two? For us it was just a ride on a 
slippery hamburger. No soul experience, and we didn't make love 


to it. (PORKPIE leaps up and does a couple of grinds, unzips 
fly.) 


Porkpie 


(bumping each time) Hump a hamburger! Fuck a fishface! Piss on 
a pizza. 


Diane 
Wouldn't your mother be proud? 
Porkpie 


You're my mother. You gave me away and I was raised in the fast 
food jungle. 


Diane 


Who can understand hippies? 


(PORKPIE breaks into an arm-flapping dance, shrieking like a 
jungle bird. PROFESSOR gets frustrated trying to restrain him, 
finally gets PORKPIE’S shirttail and is pulled around a bit until 
he can do the pulling. 


Professor 


I...try to keep him off the grass but he won't listen. Nobody 
listens to me. I don't listen to me. 


(MAC'S head falls to the -table and DIANE wipes around it with a 
napkin.) 


Mac 
Fairies! 


Professor 
(panting and laughing) As I was saying before your your your 


ballet of Middle America, only way to appreciate vomit-inducing 
art is to crawl over it, a la Iron Mac and the Duchess there. 
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Diane 
How did you know his name? 
Professor 


Nothing. What he is. He has his instincts; I have mine. He 
simulates sex with hamburgers. 


Porkpie 
Wish you'd bay it yafrself. I'm still sore. 
Professor 
We have to pay for what we get. 
Porkpie 
foo -much..=.bt Ss my turn. 
Professor 


When someone is fucking and someone is getting fucked, why both 
are fucking. Logic. 


Porkpie (grabbing crotch) 
I got your logic right here. 
Professor 


(Zipping PORKPIE’S fly) Please don't be crucle! True Americans 
are present. 


Porkpie 

My ass is red, my heart is white, my prick is blue. 
Professor 

Odd form of the past tense. 
Diane 

Don't think you're fooling anybody. 


Professor 
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In which category? 
Diane 
You're old enough to be his father. 


Professor 


I'm his mother. The dean is his father. But listen, Duchess, 
the sex gets Mac too shaky. Why not come back to the college 
with me and let me seal you two in plastic. Better yet I'll 


bring the plastic here and seal you in with your beloved 
hamburger. 


Mac 
Ssssss seal? 

Professor 
He's improving. 

Porkpie 
(To MAC) Bark, Cock! 

Professor 


I'll even throw in some ooopy-doopy itchy kitchy Pennsylvania 


Dutch souvenirs. Speaking of which-- (WAITER enters with Diane's 


AND MAC'S ORDER. ) 


Waiter 


(screaming) Wow wow wow wow wow wow wow! Wonder! Whirl! 
Wiggle! W-W-W-W-w-W-W-W-W-w-W- 


Professor 


(louder) So eat a little and die in tourist heaven! Right, 
Mac? Right Duchess? Right Vay-torrrrrrrrrrrrrr? 


Waiter 


Eron 


Right Sir, but we should keep a little bit quiet. (plays with 


butterfly switch on walkie talkie. Feedback!) 


Cook 
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That's quiet enough. 
Waiter 
(confiding) They're from the college. 
Cook 
For sure. “Ror sur-ur-ure. 
Diane 


Then they should teach them to know better. 


Porkpie 

(disturbed) We're knowing the best we can! Jesus Christ! 
Professor 

You really upset? 
Porkpie 


Fuckin A. Everybody's trying to cut your fuckin heart out. 


Professor 


Hack, more like. Cause they're fuckin hacks, like Mac shoving in 


the carbohydrates for hate energy. 
Porkpie 
(terrorized) Please don't hurt me Mac! 
Professor 
Shush. 
Diane 
I think we should eat in the car. 
Professor 


Stick around Dutchess. We're going to unofficially open the 
Fishface. At least I think so. It's not up to me. It has 
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nothing to do with me, in fact. I'm ready in case. They also 
serve who only stand and wait. Like Mac. 


Porkpie 

He he he he should drop dead! 
Professor 

Great! Then they'll pound him into the ground. 
Diane 


(challenging) That Fishface is a laminated wood sculpture. 
We dealt with them in our Art Around You course. 


Professor 


Well lick my ceramic daisy, and here I thought you were an 
ordinary idiot. 


Diane 
And who do you think you are? 

Professor 
The genius of today's happening. 

Diane 


Huh! Today happens no matter what you do. What else can it do? 
It's what it does. People fuss about all the wrong things. 


(MAC is rising to advance towards PROFESSOR over the hamburger.) 
Porkpie 

Go beat up a girl you knotted turd with peanuts. 
Professor 

The Baudelaire of the boondocks. 
Diane 


Yuk! (pulling MAC back by the belt) 
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Professor 
Hoh hoh hoh, Iron Mac was cranking up and now he's cranking down. 
(spits on hamburger, looks upward) Really clouding up. Hope it 
doesn't rain on our parade. It really stinks too! So wait a 


little, Iron Mac, and you can take home a cube of air to poison 
the dog. 


(PORKPIE lifts up his hat with both hands and sticks out his 
tongue.) 


Diane 


You should learn some manners. we came here by mistake. It's not 
farr, 


(MAC'S elbow slips off table and DIANE is hard pressed to get it 
back.) 


Professor 


Look at that Arthur? Do you see that? 


Porkpie 
Yup. Nope. Maybe. 

Mac 
Seeing? Fuck! 

Professor 


The Silent Majority in peace and war. Let's all piss in the 
world's largest ashtray so the niggers can swim. 


Porkpie 


(prodding Prof's belly) Big deal! Big deal! Anyways this anthro 
and pology is your bag. 


Professor 
(animated) It's everybody's bag, Arthur or there won't be a bag. 
You want the whole world to end up like Mac? Laxative stock'll 


skyrocket. 


Porkpie 
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No shit! (does gleeful, eccentric dance) 
Professor 


Now listen. I used to laugh at fools too, tolerate them (a) 
little like 1 tolerate you. 


Porkpie 
Got me at wrong end. 
Professor 


(screaming at MAC) But now I know they have to go! (MAC slams the 
table with a fist; PROFESSOR slams his table with both fists) 


Cook 
Hey, like don't destroy the environment. 

Professor 
Iron Mac doesn't want to hear but I'll make you hear, Iron Mac! 
Make you! Pooof poof poo-oo-ooof! that's the way you're going to 
go. Poof and it's all over. I mean Arthur, baby, they're out of 
it! Let's fucking vaporize them and start all over. 

Diane 
You're you're you're the one out of it. Because of the likes of 
you Malcolm had to leave Rutgers and-Olla is half crazy and Curt 


gets fatter and lazier irregardless of the yogurt. 


Professor 
Fuck the yogurt. 


Porkpie 
Only thing we haven't tried. 

Diane 
You ought to be arrested. 

Porkpie 


I'll testify. 
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Professor 
Corrupting the marbles of a moron. 
Diane 


That's right! That's what they call it all right. It's in the 
newspaper! 


Professor 
I'd give my whole life to explain the revolution to you two too 
too solid citizens. You brought it about by worrying about the 
car too much and crawling over vomit-inducing art. In fact 
you're vomit-inducing art yourself. The fucked folk! 


Porkpie 


Lucky them! 
Diane 


My husband is sick! Even you can see that. 
Professor 

Ugh! 
Porkpie 


Everybody's sick but where's the excuse forms? Huh? 
(to PROF) You’re saying bad things about me. 


Professor 
Never. You're hope! 
Porkpie 


Tolerating Arthur? Wouldn't call it that exactly. Don't know 
what the dean'd call it. 


Professor 
Not another threat of blackmail! 
Diane 


I'd report it! I'd report it immediately! 
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(PROF gives her the finger.) I wouldn't wait a minute. 
Professor 
Get your nose bobbed, Duchess. This is the bush league not 
prime time, bu-uuuuuut, history is going to happen--if one person 
chooses. Up to that one person. With the tube one person can do 
history. TV is one transcendental popcorn fart. 
Porkpie 
Shit, professor, nothing ever happens but talk. 
Professor 
POLS 26. (BSE os MGR .. 3 be... rage, 
Porkpie 
(mutters) My only blackmail (would be to) go away. 


Diane 
The sooner-- 


Professor 
Then go away or don't go away. it's the same. Play. It's all I 
do. All I do is play. And it's better than truly truly screen 
romances, right. Duchess? 
(MAC has french fries sticking from his mouth; he spits them 
out.) 

Mac 


Play? -Play! “Play? Play! Play? Play! 


Porkpie 
He's AC DC. 
Mac 


(as if trying to recall; moving his hands dreamily to keep 
Diane's away) 


Direct drive. Al=ter-nating. Cu-cu=rent. 


Diane 
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That's it Honey. You're the expert. It's me, your Di. 


Mac 
gi 1i1 1 Lid FEI? 
Diane 
You got it, smarty pants! 
Porkpie 
(pout) Tell ... dean. 
Professor 


Again and again and again and again. You're so boringly corrupt 
you reach a form of beauty--like Iron Mac and the Dutchess and 
their beloved hamburger. Like the beloved hamburger of America 
herself! From the mighty mountains in her heartland to the gray 
lettuce at her shores. 

Porkpie 


Forgot the whatchacallit: fuckin endless plains, of grain or some 
waving shit, anyway. 


(PORKPIE slides to the floor and PROF and he toss a napkin 
dispenser back and forth.) 


Professor 


Ah we lived to soon. In the near future each person will have 
the bomb. 


Porkpie 
I been saving. 
Professor 
We could vaporize the whole shitpile. 
Porkpie 
I start with you. 


Professor 
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My apologies. Mes gpologeeeeeeez, mon ami. I have no right to 
take out on you-- 


Porkpie 


Shhhh. They don't have to hear everything. It just encourages 
them. 


Professor 


Oh they hear and don't hear and it's all the same to them. 
Typical Americans I've been telling you! 


Porkpie 
They don't play I suppose. 
Professor 


No, they work. Until they go crazy like Iron Mac, or hysterical 
in menopause like the Duchess. Then they become tourists. 


Mac 
Play? No! No play no play! 
Professor 
(flashing okay sign) He's sustaining better, Dutchess. 


(She's pleased but Mac is suddenly up with such force that 
PORKPIE leaps up too.) 


Cook 


Cool it down down dere! Dis here is happiness place. Cooking 
vears out but kiss-- 


Diane 


You got it backwards too. My father said everybody'1ll get it all 
backwards someday, and then we'll all be dead! 


Porkpie 
How come we’re not? 


Professor 
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The severely logical is cosmically stupid. You should join our 
faculty, Dutchess. 


Diane 


No thanks! (back of MAC with her arms around him.) Now 
Honey-Bunny-- 


Professor 


Let him go. He'll just rigidify and we can screw him into the 
hamburger. (MAC is dragging her) 


Diane 


I should let him go. You two wouldn't have the chance of a 
snowshovel in hell! 


Professor 
He needs a malaprop like you to hold him up. 


(HUNTER enters wearing red coat an carrying cifle. MAC is 
frightened, makes a beeline to his chair.) 


(southern) Right wing iron! Right wing iron! Hide away in the 
fuckin houses, they're out! They're out! 


Hunter 
Keep a cool stool Fatso. 


(MAC has fallen over his chair and is now almost dancing with 
Diane as she tries to right it.) 


Porkpie 

Hey watch that kind of dancing. Catholics around. 
Professor 

Control guns and only crininals'll have them! 
Hunter 

Smarter than you look. 


Professor 
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But who said it first? The Natural Ratfood Association? 


Porkpie 
Wish I said that. 
Professor 


Anddddddd Lee Harvey Oswald, Dame May Whitty, 
ghinny, the. electrical Rosenbergs. 


Hunter 
(shaking head) Whatever you say. 

Porkpie 
I did say that, Professor. 


Professor 


And Abe Lincoln borrowed a fuckin candle just 


Sacco and the other 


so he could read it 


by the light of a book and he walked seventy two miles to 


return it. And you're the end result! You! 


(Hunter is sitting down, resting rifle on spare chair and MAC 


shakes his fist at him. 
Hunter 
Whatsamatter with him now? 


Diane 


Don't pay no attention. Don't pay no attention to him. 


He's sick. 


Hunter 
Whole bunch, looks like. 
Professor 
Who? 
Porkpie 
Who? 
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Professor 
You! Who! 
Porkpie 
Yoohoo yoohoo yoohoo! 
2 Professor 
Hoo you, Dutchess and Iron Mac and Hunter! The great middle 


class with a gun stuck up their ass! 
Porkpie 


Barrel out their mouth. Pull the trigger and kill a nigger. 
Fart and waste a Spick. 


(HUNTER shakes his head and PROFESSOR imitates him furiously. 
HUNTER catches up and MAC joins in. During this short 
competition, COOK nods his head rapidly as if to counteract. 
When competition suddenly stops, PORKPIE simulates masturbation.) 
Diane 
(to all) If you could have babies you'd grow up. 
Porkpie 


Not while I'm coming. (makes bigger gestures and pants under 
HUNTER'S speech) 


Hunter 
Fuckin animals got more dignity. 
Diane 
Amen. We we we came in here--it was actually a mistake! 
Professor 
Fate aint ever no mistake. 
Hunter 


He's fuckin professor and he's fuckin illiterate! It's what it's 
fuckin come to, excuse me Ma’am. 


27 


Diane 
Not at all. You would have loved my father: He saw it all 
coming. Every bit. The hippies won't work and they know 
everything. An they won't listen to nobody. 

Hunter 
They know shit's what they know. 

Professor 
May I speak? May I have the floor. 

Hunter 
Might come up to meet you awful fuckin fast, you don't watch it. 

Professor 
(Mounting a chair--or preferably the hamburger) Threats, Sir, 
th-reats are the Florida State League. I'm speaking Sir of the 
Yankees, class and cream of big league ball. Yankees then, true 
Yankees, M-16 Yankees that is...why they kill babies correctly 
and with enough glitziness for even Broadway. 
(PORKPIE performs eccentric soft-shoe, toetapping the hamburger 
periodically, often pretending to also, to HUNTER’s and MAC’S 
mounting irritation.) 

Diane 
It's easy to blame everybody else for everything. 

Hunter 
You make me want to take a bath! 

Professor 
Then I have done some good. 

Hunter 
(reaching for gun but just sort of jiggles the barrel) I'd like 


to splash your fuckin ugly ass all over that fuckin ugly 
hamburger. 
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Professor 


Oh you're just saying that. How you show love. 


Mac 
Love! Shit! shitlove! 

Diane 
Mac! 

Professor 


The anal-banal--or kow the middle class views romance. 

Hunter 
I want to puke. 

Porkpie 
Who’s stopping you? Live for today. 

Diane 
That’s the fist one I agreed with. (Porkpie doffs hat and bows. 
As WAITER enters, g@es to HUNTER) 

Waiter 
Vill you eat? 

Professor 
For the nonce Iron Mac is quiet but soon he'll join this hunter 
and kill us all for truth and beauty, right wing style--religious 
sincerity and armpits with all their connotations, as visibly 
represented by the egregious hamburger revolving fountain: 
aesthetic embodiment of American Capitalism. And it doesn't 
work. Beautiful! 
And Iron Mac doesn't work either, except to shake all over every 
seven minutes. He's programmed by the Duchess. (MAC flicks his 


head around trying to understand. PORKPIE shoves at PROF'S chair 
--or tries to push him off hamburger.) 
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Remember the Maine! Remember Pearl Harbor! Remember the 
Fishface! 


Porkpie 


How ‘bout Lizzie Borden? She was young, so they tried to fuck 
her for cutting up. 


(WAITER has gotten HUNTER'S order and exits talking into 
walkie-talkie.) 


Waiter 

Coke! (message is garbled) 
Hunter 

I'd blow your hairy fuckin head off if ammo clidn't cost money. 
Professor 


(hopping down and approaching him, all the while pulling out his 
wallet) How much? 


Hunter 

Where's the fuckin manager? I want the fuckin manager. 
Professor 

Good stuff now. How much is the good stuff? 


(WAITER enters with tray of food, a huge order, comes in between 
PROFESSOR and HUNTER, pushes PROF back with tray.) 


Waiter 


So don't get hex-cited in this here heat. So eat. 
(PROFESSOR AND PORKPIE voraciously attack food) 


Waiter 
Can't eat it all. We got whole bunch left in dere. 


Hunter 
Oink oink. 


Professor 
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Right! Right! I eat like a pig because of the pain, of the 
pain! Of the pain! The pain! 


Porkpie 
That there's the whatchacallit? Pain he's talking about. 
Professor 


Oh my God! In this place. At this time. The asshole of the 
universe. 


Diane 


You're just always bragging about yourself is all you're always 
doing. 


Professor 


Oh my God God God God God the unbearable pain of life, and you 
did this to me, Mac. You you you you you you! Cretinous hunter 
too! 


Hunter 


fuckin manager? Gonna let assholes take over or something? 


Porkpie 
Come on off it! Leave the poor guy alone. There's something 
wrong with him. 

Professor 


Hmpf! Precisely what I've been saying, brilliant one. 
Porkpie 
Oh you been saying a lot of things all mixed up. 
Professor 
(strawberry milkshake around his mouth) Yes and no ... but ... I 
.. am a sort of smorgasbord: Buddha and Machiavelli, Eastern 


religion and Western cognition, love and death-- 


Porkpie 
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Yeah yeah yeah. Sure. Uh huh. 
Diane 
And the farmer took another load away. 
Professor 
The profound sounds corny. I take that risk... I'maaa a-- 
Porkpie 
I noticed. 
Professor 
grave clown in a circus of horrors. 
Hunter 
Asshole in a whatchacallit, c-c-c-c-collection of shitheads. 
Professor 
Arthur my dark young man of the sonnets (laughs) you, and you 
alone, do have a native sense of a sort. I am impressed with 
your logic no less than the Duchess's. 
Hunter 
Awwwwwww, nothing about me? I'm fuckin crushed. 
Porkpie 


Well you're tutoring me math, least that's what my mom's paying 
you for. 


(MAC is trying to throw his milkshake onto the hamburger; DIANE 
holding his wrist.) 


Professor 
Don't Mac! '‘'1ll eat right through the fucker. 
Porkpie 


We eat, it eats. 
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Professor 


Tutoring me math? You're illiterate: your syntax skewed, your 
thinking screwed. 


Porkpie 
Whatever you say. (aside) Changes every minute anyways. 


(MAC has hit the hamburger with his milkshake and DIANE is 
dabbing her blouse with a napkin.) 


Cook 
* 
Oooooops. Flying milkshakes aint allowed. 
(Diane kneels down to wipe the hamburger.) 


Professor 


(To COOK) Put it on the sign, put it on the sign. How's she 
supposed to know? 


Diane 


(to COOK) We're sorry. Its been one of those days. (to MAC) I 
know you don't like milkshakes, Honey, but they're two for one! 


(The foregoing is funny to PORKPIE and he swoops around like an 
airplane.) 


Porkpie 


Hoo-hah! Hoo-hah! Hoo-hah! 


Professor 


What a provincial! In ten years you'll acquire enough polish and 
taste to admire (pointing) that horrid Fishface sign. 


Porkpie 
I'd fuck it now just for the splinters. 


Professor 
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In twenty you'll be Mac and the Dutchess melted together in the 
Shape of a boob tube. 


In thirty you'll be the hunter creaming his jeans over blasting a 
mouse with a bazooka. 


Diane 


Yuk! You're all so disgusting! Yuk! My Mac's the only man 
here! 


Porkpie 


Yup, but the professor's got it all figured, that's right. 
(kicking pebbles onto the hamburger, MAC wincing each time) 


Professor 
That is right. Just everybody keep watching the beautiful 
Fishface sign. The odds are that unless there's a chickening out 
by a certain seemingly super-intense party, why then that there 
ole fishface is going to become an historical spot. The 
Pennsylvania Trail of History: William Penn's cock cooler, Ben 
Franklin's-- 


Porkpie 
The opposite. 


Diane 
(placating gesticulating MAC again) But we save half! 
Professor 


You people are surreal! Are you sure you're not alumni of that 
institution down the road to which I've dedicated my life? 


Porkpie 
Balls! 
Professor 


Well the past two months anyway. (shaking fist at MAC) Dedicated! 
You ramrod asshole! Dedicated! 


(MAC, with frenchfries sticking out of his mouth, does his best 
at mocking PROFESSOR'S "dedicated." 
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Mac 
Ded--etc. 


(PROF runs at MAC, perhaps over hamburg, and pulls frenchfries 
from MAC'S mouth, flings them.) 


Professor 
That's right! Dedicated! (throws their table over) You don't 
scare me any longer, Iron Mac. People like me are beginning to 
stand up to people like you. Dedicated, you chamber of commerce 
ball squeezer, you numbnuts queen of the ledger page. You can't 
murder me! Hah! Hah! You don't hold all the cards now, do you? 
You got too much control and now you fuckin lost it by turning 
into a gravestone! A barely walking cock. 

Diane 
You leave us alone. (threatening with her milkshake) Mac is 
dedicated. He certagjnly is! Curt let the business go 
to shit with his yogurt and homelife. 

Porkpie 
(pulling PROF back by the shirt) 
Yeah, well, he's got Adele Davis at least. 


Professor 


(screaming) Will vitamin C prevent life? Will E stop the turns 
of the testicle vise? 


Porkpie 
Ooooocoo, I love it! 


(He's getting PROF away, but PROF wrenches arm as if throwing 
ball at MAC.) 


Professor 


Mhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh! 


Porkpie 


a 


Get back here and sit down you Freak! Won't last out the 
semester if you keep this crip crap up. 


(WAITER enters to right the table and help clean up, Diane 
settles MAC.) 


Waiter 
(to Diane) Don't knw why Cookie don't call cops. 
Hunter 


There'll be some fuckin order here or I'll make the order and 
that's no shit neither. 


Professor 


Did you hear a mosquito whisper from the right? 


Porkpie 
That's enough now. 

Professor 
Never! 

Porkpie 
You willlllll get fired. 

Professor 


So what? What should I stay for? This hell? Look around you! 
The apotheosis! of kitchy kitchy koo in the birch bark canoe. 
And there are the tourists. The tourists! Iron Mac and the 
Dutchess! America's lowlife on the move! 


Diane 
(re MAC) This is a sick man! 

Professor 
Then watch the murder! Watch the murder Mac. Buy a replica of 
the knife--shipped anywhere-with the blood that won't come off. 


Send one home to little Benny. See the Dutchman take his wife to 
bed. Vunderful good! Made in Japan! Take a shit in the world's 
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largest ashtray, then hollow it out into a canoe and paddle away 
into the neon. 


Hunter 
You aint playing with the full deck, fatty boy. 

Professor 
I tried but the shit canoe broke apart. And I landed here and 
tried to bring learning, here I tried to bring art, and music. 
Here! Here! Here! Here! Here! 

Diane 
Loony as a tune. 


Professor 


Here I (almost whispering) tried to light up mean lives! (sobs) 


Porkpie 
With pot. 

Hunter 
Aint that the truth? 

Professor 


(recovering) Why not? Any medicine for despair. Give a joint to 
Mac, we can get into his tight ass. He'll shake to death with 
ecstasy! 

Hunter 
My gun'll go up your ass in a minute and I mean it! 

Professor 


(lisps.) Violenth! 


(PORKPIE starts picking up pebbles, pinging them off 
hamburger-MAC jumps with each.) 


Porkpie 
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Pop. My...pop-- 
Professor 
Pot indeed! I'm high on culture! 
Hunter 
Didn't notice. 
Professor 
When you hear that word you reach for your gun, right? 
Hunter 
In a minute. 
Porkpie 
I mean my pop, he don't want me to hang around you no more. 
Professor 
Shows what he knows. I'm your passport from the Dutch 
Wonderburger you're kitting with those rocks, world's largest ash 
tray, fuckin decoupage fuckin coffin fuckin fuckin fuckin fuckin! 
Diane 
That's just a kit, smartass! You don't know everything. 


Professor 


(bowing in every direction) I bow to experts. I bow to experts. 
I bow to experts. % 


Cook 
Cool it down dere or we hafta pay entertainment tax. 

Professor 
I bow to the hamburger! I embrace the hamburger! (running to it 
and throwing himself in a bellyflop.) Muh! I love you! I love 
you! (he pongs off ahd lies on his back nearby) Ugh. Ugh! 


Ughhhhhhhhhhhh! I tell you this is the bottom of hell and I'm 
the devil in ice! 
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Porkpie 


Didn't know devil was’ so fat. 


Diane 
That's the best one yet! 

Mac 
(Bronx cheer) 

Professor 


Love is shown in many ways. Suck me Hunter for I have slummed. 
Hunter 

(grabbing rifle) What'd you say? 
Porkpie 

Nothing. He's gotta sit down. Come on now! 
Professor 


(flailing arms and legs) Bless me Dutchess, hless me Iron Mac, 
bless me, Hunter, bless me Vay-torrrrr! For I have shunned! 


Hunter 
You shit! 

Professor 
And please please please bless me too Plastic Dutchman, standing 
up there over our happy valley and blessing us! with your immense 
glowing pretzel, each fleck of salt as big as a Harley. 

Porkpie 
That's enough. Show's over. 


Professor 


(slapping his hands Away) Winking blinking gross gross signs! 
American Puke! (retches) 
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Diane 


There's some things you don't do out in public and I don't care 
how educated you are. 


Porkpie 
You're both oversensitive, you and the prof here. 
Professor 


(sort of swiveling around to a kneeling position and choking 
himself with both hands until his eyes pop) The wires the wires! 


Diane 
Hen got us there. 


(POLICEMAN enters at Diane AND MAC. He wears helmet with 
upraised black visor. 


Policeman 


What's this here? (pointing at PROF) 


Diane 

He he's at the college. (PROF scrambles awkwardly up) 
Policeman 

Looks like. 
Diane 


But they're hippies or something. 
Policeman 
Just that aint breaking the law. 
(MAC starts nodding furiously, pounding both fists on the table.) 
What's the trouble, Sir? 
Professor 
Hah! Law and order law and order. Lock up your daughters! 


Policeman 
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(pointing) That'll be enough. (PORKPIE shuffles away.) 
(to Diane) Some identification? 


Professor 
(profoundly calm) I know. That's enough. Cease and desist. 
Everybody's always saying...since doctor slapped me on the ass. 
Synchronize your consciences. (consults watch) But ... last ... 
laugh's ... due in five. 


Diane 


My husband's sick and we're on vacation. That's why I went fast. 
It's a new car. It goes so nice you don't know. 


Policeman 
Need idents. 
Diane 
Is it something to do with Olla? 
Professor 
(screeches) Don't worry about Olla! Yoga'll save her along with 
the one-named faggot! And her marriage and the fuckin temple of 
a middle class kitchen! You could eat the floor! 
Policeman 
Driver's license? Wait a minute--how you spell that? 
Diane 
mn Led, A 
Policeman 
No no no. Whatsherface's name? 
Diane 
Olla? 


Professor 


She's quick is our Diane. 
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Diane 
O-L-L-A! Curt's wife! 

Professor 
That's Iron Mac's pattner, the fatass. Stick around you get the 
whole history, abortion to zits. Duchess is one of your 
secretive types. 


Policeman 


Shhhh! (taking out pad) No this is (puzzles) Yu-loo-lurr 
or something. 


Professor 

(sung) If we catch the squealer we'll serve him up for barbeque. 
Policeman 

(to PROF) Do you know this female? 


Professor 
Only carnally. 


(Light darkens suddenly. All look up--PROF licking his lips, 
almost hysterical) 


Professor 


Now the true shit is falling. (It) burns. Just the right 
atmosphere. Ser-in-dip-i-TOUS! (high-pitched laugh) 


Policeman 


I told that idiot Turk or Chinaman or whatever the hell he is: 
stop burning that stuff on weekends. Councils gotta act on this! 


Professor 


They always send the stereotype. Don't you have officers 
(who) quote Blake? Yeats? 


(Diane crawls under table to get purse; POLICEMAN joins her. She 


fishes out license and he reads it. MAC hold$ his nose with both 
hands, and he rocks.) 
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Jack Keroac maybe? 


Diane 


Rotten eggs! Yuk! 


Mac 
Stink! 
Professor 
Quick somebody, cover the hamburger. It'll get ruined! 
Don't worry Mac, it'll only corrode your balls. Don't need em 


anyway. 


(POLICEMAN bangs head getting out from under table and is soon 
approaching PROF.) 


Diane 


He thinks he can say anything to anybody. Can't you arrest him 
for that? 


Professor 
You ought to have bill of rights shoved up your ass, Duchess. 


(POLICEMAN tries to steady PROF to look into his eyes but PROF 
keeps pushing POLICEMAN’S hands away.) 


My body is a temple. 


Diane 
Hmpf Mac, a Jew. 

Policeman 
Pretty dilated. 

Professor 


The light's bad not to say corrupt and I got the virus. 
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(WAITER enters and goes to HUNTER--there's a short pantomime of 
misunderstanding as WAITER points to his order pad.) 


Is there a charge, officer? What's the charge? 
Hunter 

Being a hairy jew asshole. 
Professor 

I plead guilty, innocent, innocent. 
Waiter 


Kill that Wonderburger! Kill it! Kill iy! Killlllll, Cookie 
baby! 


Cook 
Roger, whacko. (He pantomimes cutting throat, shooting self in 
mouth and ear.) 

Diane 
Such children! 


Policeman 


(to HUNTER) You get that rifle locked in trunk of car or 
something. You think rabbit gonna come through here. 


Professor 
(hopping) He’d never make it in this air. 


(As surly HUNTER is complying, PROF hops into him and knocks him 
into waiter who screams, since HUNTER has pulled off part of his 
beard. ) 


Professor 


Fascist pigs god-given rights bear arms! He's Communist 
Conspiracy, look at red coat! They're gonna seize the hamburger! 
It's world war three and this is the Hamburger Sarajevo! This is 
the Hamburger Sarajevo! Quick protect the archduke! Hide him 
under the hamburger! We’1il dig with our hands! If we stop world 
war 1, the next one will have nowhere to go! 
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(POLICEMAN seizes him from the rear, makes him sit on the ground 
near Diane, goes to talk with WAITER.) 


Diane 
You're as loony as a tune! 

Professor 
How bout a quickie? Union scale. 

Hunter 


Jesussssssss! (can't get steel wool from fingers. 
Red blinkng lights and DIANE picks up binoculars again.) 


Diane 
All these squad cars but... (takes binoculars 
down) mishmosh! One side shows one thing and the other side the 
other thing. Cars look cardboard, cops like paper dolls. 
Professor 
How sweet. 
Diane 
Hmpf! (while shaking binoculars) 


Professor 


They got banged around like the rest-of us, Dutchess. 
And now your vision is misaligned. I love it I love it! 


Porkpie 


Nobody's going to bang me! 


Diane 
Where's he been? 

Professor 
How quickly they forget. 

Diane 
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I shouldn't talk to you. 

Professor 
It's okay. He didn't read me my alleged rights. 

Diane 
Why are you so mean? 

Professor 
It's the only way I know to show love. 

Diane 
Well it's sick! 

Mac 
Sick hate hicks! 
(A simultaneous flash and fuffff sound--similar to igniting too 
much charcoal starter-from the direction of the Fishface sign. 
Everyone's knocked back a bit.) 

Policeman 
Oh my God! (running as he gets visor down, fishes out 
handkerchief to put under visor. Animated PROF follows 
POLICEMAN; WAITER flings away walkie talkie which shrieks; 
PORKPIE exits.) 

Porkpie 
mmmmmmmmnmmmmmmmmmnmnn! (frightened hum) 

Diane 
(hoisting binoculars) I'm closing one eye. Oh fishface sign's on 
fire, Mac. Laminations popping and spitting all over the place. 
Pile of blankets under. Hmpf. A...big doll looking like sex. 
It's a girl! Kinda...sinking down inside herself. (MAC give her 


a lingering, love-filled look) 


Mac 
HOC . 
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Diane 

A burning girl. (Hé's reaching hand to her.) 
Mac 

Hot. 
Diane 


Sure is! Feel my hair, Honey. (He does and she takes his hand 
and puts it between her legs.) Oh youuuuuuuu! 


Mac 
(sighs) 


Diane 


Doesn't take much to get you going. Look at the cops! (We hear 
whoosh of fire extinguisher; then screech of TV crew's brakes.) 


Professor 


(entering) Late as usual! You blewwwwwww it! (takes out sheet of 
paper, shakes it) 


Diane 
Let's get out of here, see it Holiday Inn! (drags Mac off) 


(HUNTER Xs in front; ostensibly TV crew yells at him and he is 
flustered and angry.) 


Mac 
(off) All dull and work pay. 
Professor (blinking as lights hit him) 


Save that footage for the Drooling Cretin Hour, now zoom in on 
me. (reads) Our sister, Eullula in her pyroconsumation a few 
moments ago has shown us again--she was dissuaded by me and all 
the other members or our group--self conceptualized and self 
perpetuated in contradistinctions to Cambodian incursions and 
Middle American lies everywhere, the gratuitous killing of Asians 
and blacks everywhere forced by this totalitarian wealth system 
with its pseudo-moral constructs. Such callousness of the 
military filth makers in terrific contrast-- 

(A popping noise from the fishface and a laugh off) 
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Edit that out! --in in in contrast to her revolutionary ideals 


and those of the Kent State Martyrs. 

Physical moral and spiritual starvation in the midst of plenty! 
Got it? (He slaps hand with paper and there's simultaneous 
explosion off, puzzling and frightening all.) 


(soft laugh) I aint responsible for everything. For 
nothing really. 


END OF ACT 1 
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HAMBURGER -- ACT 2 fifteen years later 


DIANE, PROFESSOR, PORKPIE, COOK, HUNTER, and POLICEMAN sit 
around the hamburger, which is surrounded by a red velvet rope on 
brass uprights--of the type used in theaters. The HUNTER is ina 
wheelchair which he frequently wheels around at inappropriate 
moments. They generally wear stylish clothes, though PORKPIE is 
more with it; PROF in tweeds and pipe; HUNTER in fishing jacket 
and hat with trout flies; COOK, though, in badly-cut leisure 


suit. 


Professor 
First of all, how are the margaritas? 
All others 
Great, fine, etc. (toasting him with Burger King cups) 
Professor 
Courtesy of ole Cookie here and Burger King. 
Porkpie 
Hail to the king! Down with the pretender Ronald. 
Diane 


And what ever happened to Wow wow wowwwwwwwwww? Dutch 
Wonderburger? 


Hunter 
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(surprisingly hysterical since he has appeared laid back) 
Wiggle! Whirl! Wonder! 


Cook 


Well with the notoriety this place received there was a 
tremendous increase in traffic and that actually got Burger King 
interested in the location. And then they bought out Fishface 
too--when they didn't want to open. 


Porkpie 
Tt*s an ill wind... 

Policeman 
So they say. 

Porkpie 


That keeps blowin in the wind. 
Cook 


We--I'm regional manager now--decided to preserve the hamburger 
before the federal government got around to ordering us to. 


Diane 
Too much gets lost. The children need to see the past. 
Cook 


That's what the Fast Food Foundation said when they gave us a 
grant. 


Professor 


(toasting--only COOK joins him) Hail to thee triple F and to the 
sweetest word in the language: Grant! 


Policeman 
We need more money in law enforcement. 


Porkpie 
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I don't know. We all should become criminals. It's the few who 
hold out that make everything so expensive. 


Professor 
Well, we are among another select minority, and that brings me to 
why we're here, of course, fifteen years after those 
extraordinary events surrounding the burning girl. 


Diane 


Why after all these years and all the changes do we still say 
girl? She was a woman. 


Porkpie 
That's putting the fart before the purse. 
Hunter 


I don't know what it means but it's a good one. 


Policeman 
I prefer woman too. 

Porkpie 
Odd. 

Professor 


If she burned today she'd be burning woman but since she burned 
fifteen years ago and has been mentioned literally thousands of 
times in the media as the burning girl well then-- 

Diane 
I'll yield. 

Porkpie 
Finally! My fly froze these fifteen years. 


Diane 


You're so silly. Why didn't you grow? 
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Porkpie 
I tried. 
Policeman 
I have a lot to do this afternoon so-- 
Hunter 
Lucky you. I'll just be sitting around. 
Professor 
Quite right. The printer sat on the programs so long I said just 
forget it, so I couldn't get one into your hands beforehand and 
so again is the thrust blunted with faulty support mechanisms! 
Porkpie 
Like Hamlet trying to get a hardon. 
Professor 
So all that you folksies know is that you've been invited to a 
conference to examine the impact of the burning girl on your 
subsequent lifestyles. Uh...conceptual basis I know you would 


want to know, and so the academic bottom line here is TRAUMA 
TRIGGER, TRAUMA TRIGGER, the burning girl therefore being a 


trauma trigger--if indeed our researches-staxting with this 


conference--shade that particular way. 
Porkpie 


Senator Proxmire was right. Give money to academics and you 
might as well piss into a hat with a hole in it. 


Professor 


Uh huh. So here's to Triple-F and Ford and Rockefeller, and NEA 
and NHA and a few others I've forgotten but which will be 
effusively and sycophantically thanked in the new program. 


At any rate this is the first, informal session to get 
reacquainted and so let's have everybody say a few words about 
his/her life since the burning girl's impact on him/her. And so 
let me begin the worst way and that is by apologizing. 


ae 


Porkpie 
Appropriate. 
Professor 


Although I wouldn't trade the insights I had then for anything-- 


Cook 


(reacting to PORKPIE'S face at him) I missed much of it. Being 
in the kitchen. 


Professor 
I was rather untogether. 

Porkpie 
An asshole. 

Policeman 


I don't accept insights ending in death. 
Porkpie 
That's always been your problem. 
Professor 
Anywayyyyyyy! The trauma trigger triggered me into Bide-a-Bit 
Convalescent Hospital. To play out the com-ple-AT nervous 


collapse. 


Porkpie 
He was a cold turkey. 


Professor 


'I was a sick boy. Classic sado-masochistic, masturbatory, 


sodomistic, hetero/homo fantasies. 


Porkpie 
You weren't that good. 


Professor * 
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At any rate and to make a short story sweet, that funky college 
(pointing) stuck by me in all the glaring pullicity and awarded 
me tenure upon my completion of the PhD at the University of 
Pennsylvania (They applaud.) This margarita is Diet Coke by the 
way. The second reason (indicating girth) it's Diet Coke is 
rather apparent. Used to be from righteous anger but now I guess 
at’s the - soft ‘life. 


Diane 


So the rebel has settled down. 


Porkpie 
Yeah, into a lump of suet. 

Professor 
From the yeasty sixties. 

Porkpie 
Burn baby burn! 

Hunter 


Too much junk got in the batter. 
Policeman 

And it rose full of holes. 
Porkpie 

And every one of them got fucked. Function follows form, 
Professor 


(muses) To the seventies. An Ike retrospective at the last. 


Diane 
But with more thieves. 

Porkpie 
Steal baby steal. 

Professor 
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Now the eighties. 
Porkpie 


Fund abortions and only criminals'1ll have them. 


Professor 
Tune up the microwaves. 

Porkpie 
Heil baby heil. 

Policeman 


Are we to move on to someone else? 
Professor 


(to PORKPIE) I'm taking these wisecracks off of your allotted 
time. (to others) We're married by the way. 


Porkpie 
But not to each other. 

Professor 
I'll get to the new reason we snipe so, but in a maturer style 
than that of fifteen years past. Well now! Let's hear first 
from the Duchess! Do you mind that I use that old term? 

Diane 
(while flipping cards, rearranging a few, as if for a speech) 
I found words to be useless. Uh, I know that most of you heard 
that Mac died. Soon after the incidents here. As a matter of 
fact he was suffering the initial stages of the disease then but 
we didn't know it. We know of course now that he was afflicted 
by Grave Calculus. 

Porkpie 


I tragically flunked it myself. 


Diane 
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I know it's the same name as the math business so let's get that 
out of the way. You've all seen the telethons, and you've 
learned from them-- 

Porkpie 
The number in New Jersey is-- 


Diane 


that the disease turns middle aged men to stone. Mineral 
deposits accumulate. 


Hunter 


Poor Mac! I got very fond of him in the few minutes I knew him. 


Diane 
He liked you too. 

Hunter 
Gangbusters! 

Diane 


At the lowest point of those heavy times I met Scanlon Scourby 
who was just then establishing The Scanlon Scourby Senior 
Foundation For Grave Calculus. It...has often been remarked that 
the most fortunate thing to ever happen to a disease--besides 
TV--is to have a millionaire expire of it. ‘Scanlon Scourby's 
father and the height of his creative powers~-forty five. 
Professor 
Wouldn't bend. 


Diane 


Couldn't. It's not a question of will. Those minerals pour in 
there. 


Porkpie 
I'd like to get a few victims for my garden. 


Diane 
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Anyway poor Mac stiffened out completely and turned to stone and, 
of course, his vital functions got walled in and he died of 
oxygen starvation. 

Hunter 
The wind bloweth where it list. 

Diane 
After which I went to work for the foundation, eventually 
writing, believe it, or not, their television commercials. And I 
can assure you all--I'm on the board now--that if the next 
conference swings more to Mac and just slightly away from the 
burning girl, well then Scanlon Scourby Grave Calculus money will 
be right there! 

Professor 
Done! 

Diane 
Welllll after a year or two I ran out of things to say. 

Policeman 
Most of us should. 

Diane 
After all, there isn't much you can say. A man turns to stone 
and that's it. They’re researching what kind of stone but it 
varies according to which part of the world--so there's no answer 
there either. But let me go on. 

Policeman 
Please! (consulting watch) 

Diane 
I was encouraged to apply to Scourby University which has, of 
course, the most renowned program in the world in the granting of 


undergraduate credit for life experiences. 


Porkpie 
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Enduring the burning girl, Mac, and the professor is worth an LLB 
at least. 


Diane 
I entered as a junior, later competing my senior year at UCLA on 
an sort of exchange worked out by them and Scourby U. since 
Scourby had no film program. 

Porkpie 
Jesus! I don't think I can hear any more. 

Professor 


Film! Why didn't you bring your camera today? 


Hunter 
How on earth--? 


Diane 
Well you see in my earliest contact with Scanlon Scourby Junior 
he urged me to make a film of Mac and so I bought a movie camera 
and shot a frame a day. And then when Mac-- 

Hunter 
Rest in peace. 

Diane 
Thank you. I I donated the film to the founclation. Scanlon sent 
it back saying that it had more artistic than scientific merit. 
That's when we got our heads together and picked UCLA where I 
worked with Pinsky Shallot. 

Professor 
Dr. Film himself! 

Diane 
And we added a sound track of Lawrence Welk tunes. 


Porkpie 


Obvious! 
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Diane 


Not really. That is when you just talk about things they sound 
obvious, but not when you do them. 


Professor 

Go on please! Pinsky Shallot destroys me! 
Porkpie 

Maybe we can get him to splice you. 
Hunter 

Watch it! Some of us are already there. 
Porkpie 

Get him to join your splice. 


Hunter (sings) 
(based on Light my fire song) 


Pinsky baby join my splice. Pinsky baby join my splice. 
(Dances as best he can. Indicates he wants Duchess to, and she 
responds extraordinarily as he repeats. They milk it until, 
Together 
Pinsky Baby, light my Fl-urrrrrr. 
Diane 
Anyway, I found a distributor at a certain, wh, moral expense, 
and we won the South Philadelphia Film Festival with Stone 
Mac/Mac Stone. 
Hunter 
When's it on the tube? 


Diane 


Negotiating with Hallmark now. And we had seconds at Recife and 
Chios, both won by Stellar Pervert. 


Policeman 
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Just a fad this space sex. The human variety is complex enough. 
Diane 
But I got quickly bored with the film industxy, no longer willing 
to put up with putting out. Hey I pick my own lovers and they 
aren't fat and oily but young and slim and dxy. Powerless yes, 
but virile virile virile! As Mac was before he-- 
Porkpie 
Turned into a walking cock. 
Policeman 
I wouldn't say that, exactly. 
Diane 
Nor I. That sort of remark takes us back fifteen years. 
Cook 
Wonder Whirl Wiggle! 
Professor 
Quite right. (to PORKPIE) Do you mind? 


Diane 


Thank you, Jerome. I mean the point of all of this is to show 
how we've changed. Is this not so? 


Porkpie 


Consider yourself stroked, me chagrined. I'll strike myself with 
the hamburger. Thus! (hitting head) 


Cook 
Careful. That's actionable. The hamburger was put on the 
national registry earlier this month. (PORKPIE shines it with 
forearm. ) ; 


Porkpie 


Please continue, Duchess. Disregard this unintended treason. 
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Diane 


Yes. Thank you. Uh, I somewhat later took my knowledge of film 
making to Malaysia under a grant from-- 


Hunter 
Who else? Scanlon Scourby Foun-- 
Diane 


Yes and I catch another intonation there I don't especially 
care for. 


Hunter 

Not intended! 
Diane 

All those Star and Enquirer articles linking us are pure hokum. 
Policeman 

So much today is made of what everyone wrongly perceives as sex. 
Hunter 

What the hell does that mean? 
Diane 

I love that genius like a father and besides he's gay. 
Porkpie 

A gay genius with money. Who could ask for anything more? 
Professor 

You're out of order! 
Porkpie 


Born to be a chairman. In the land of the blind the one-eye is 
king. 


Diane 
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I'm indebted again, Jerome. Though I need no help of course. Uh 
uh-= 


Policeman 
Malaysia! 
Diane 
Quite so. I filmed a tribe there whose middle aged men have just 


the opposite problem from Mac's and the othe: Grave Calculuses. 
They turn to rubber. 


Porkpie 
I'm not touching that one. 
Professor 
Oh I am! 
Diane 
Never mind. You're both thinking intercourse. Professor 


Meyerklotz claims it occupies seventy two pe:cent of a man's 
waking time. 


Policeman 


He has always been conservative. 


Diane 
At any rate when 

Professor 
the Malays lay-- 

Diane 


yes, they contract so...well at penetration...almost whole body. 
Porkpie 


What a way to come! 
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Others 
Boo! 

Professor 
Listen now to the lay of the laying Maylay. 

Policeman 
You two! Whatever happened to taste? 

Porkpie 
Tastelessness. 

Diane 
I filmed there for about two years, dropping off at the 
University of Kuala Lumpur to establish their film program 
and to pick up a Doctor of Education degree in the Uses of Motion 
Picture Training Films in Medical Foundation Curriculum 


Research in the Developing Nations, with Special Emphasis on Male 
Tumescence and Anti-Tumescence. 


Professor 
Thank you Doctor! 

Porkpie 
Could happen to anybody. 7 

Hunter 


You've come a long way baby! Longgggggg way! 
Cook | 

An absolute whopper of a story! Even for these educated times! 
Diane 


Thank you all. I owe it to Grave Calculus, and to Mac who died 
so that I ‘might live. 


Professor 
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You'd think other husbands'd take the hint. 

Cook 
Now how are all those margaritas? Ready for refills? 
(COOK circulates with pitcher; PROFESSOR covering cup with 
hand. ) 

Professor 
(nodding to COOK) When you get the chance. 

Cook 
My turn? Oh my! Well let's see if I can do two things at once: 
walk and chew gum. Anywayyyyy (pouring) I was drafted by Burger 
King when they came in here, sent to the Cornell School of Hotel 
and Restaurant Management, came back here to run this special 
one, built next to the great hamburger. We lought out Fishface 
as I said. Fishface sign by the way was carried off piece by 
piece. Piece now's worth--depends on how much it's burned--three 
hundred or so. 


Professor 


(falling to knees, hands clasped) Bless me piece of the true 
fish! 


Hunter 
I got one, framed and numbered. Franklin Mint. 
Diane 


They bring class to everything. Get up Jerome. Suddenly falling 
fat people can be offensive. 


Porkpie 


Don't become cruel, Duchess. We already know that you're 
educated. 


Professor 
(clambering up) Go on, Cook. It's natural that I dominate. 


Cook 
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Got to beeeeeee( pouring) BK's regional manager with the help of 
terrific tuition help: They picked up an eighth and I 

went up education's ladder same time I climbed BKs. Most whopper 
interest ultimately became business history, specifically 

history of fast food franchising in the U S of A. There was a 
crying need for a book since most of the work has been done by 
European Scholars, mostly German. I had to learn that Teutonic 
language but it's handy for the Amish customers: Vopper mit 
cheezzzzz! Butten mit-outten der domayyyyto, bitta. (They ali 
applaud.) 


I'm proud to say I wrote that book--in English--and it served as 
my dissertation, College of Business, University of Maryland. 
My emphasis was on the earlier period and I became intimately 
acquainted with McDonald's founder, Ray Kroc, a privilege so rare 
as to be unimaginable to others in the business. 

Hunter 


Wonderful man, Ray Kroc! A man can do anything he wants in this 
country! 


Porkpie 


Mon't remind us. The big question is when will McDonald’s get 
the bomb? 


Professor 
I love it. (Sings and awkwardly dances) 
It’s corporate rule so 
Consume, John Q. 
Or we'll vaporize you! 


Cook 


We’d hate to go ahead with our own research program. (Winks) But 
I’m teasing. 


(to PROFESSOR) How's this? Pouring the last drink on my last 
word. 


Professor 
Best in the business! But let's move from romance to control. 


Officer? Would you grace us with your post-Burning Girl history 
for the Sony Reel to Reel and posterity? 


65 


Policeman 
Formerly. An officer that is...but what the incident did to me 
was to keep me away from broiled meat for two years. I sought 
counseling at that point with Dr. Zender Ud at the Lancaster 
Medical Center. Got interested then-- 
Professor 
Trauma trigger! It's valid! The conference is justified! 
Porkpie 
Have a Margarita. Better a drunk than an asshole. 


Policeman 


Got interested in the problems of policemen. Especially 
postscript horror. 


Professor 
Chair requests definition. 
Policeman 
Sure. Well in the charged atmosphere around the scene of a 
violent crime there is often a second incident equally 
horrifying. Uh, as an example, the quarrel which precipitated 
the murder flares anew and someone else-- 
Porkpie 
People should learn to shut up. 
Diane 
Starting with you. 
Porkpie 
Stop fighting me. After the cocktail hour you'll give your all. 
Diane 


Sorry, you're too old. 
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Policeman 


I have to keep bickering out of my work! It would be 
insufferable if I had to have an insight into both parties. 


Hunter 
Give em another example before you hit them with the big baby! 
Policeman 


A victim leans too far out of a window to better see chalk lines 
on a pavement during a homicide investigation. 


Cook 
Splat! Burst whole catsup bottle on the grill once. 
Policeman 
Anyway, during our particular day of fire anc incoherence- 
Hunter 
(dreamy) went to my car, get ammo, blow that mother of a 
professor away, pried stuck trunk lid with gun, spark set off 
some things was storing for an organization. 


Professor 


Almost fucked up the best speech I ever made. 


Hunter 
Blew me in half. 

Diane 
I never knew! 

Porkpie 


We couldn't figure out how to word the Christmas card. 
Hunter 


Other half's in freezer. 
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Cook 
Jesus! 
Hunter 
Good old Montgomery Ward. When they really used to make them. 
Diane 
Why? 
Hunter 
In case fusion technology spurts ahead-- 
Porkpie (musing) 
Half of you and frozen Walt. 
Hunter 
I read the medical journa/s. 
Diane 
Then there was even more horror than I knew! 
Porkpie 


Hey your brain was smooth as a baby's ass back then! You were 
the girl most men marry. 


Professor 


Then they became volunteers--fucked up thrift shops from coast to 
coast. 


Diane 
I could have processed an input somehow! I turned off the TV 
replay at the Holiday Inn just after Jerome spoke his brilliant 
piece. And then they broke for a commercial, promising (basso) 


"a related and almost equally shocking development at the 
harrowing scene." 


But they're always doing that, and I just thought they were 
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lying again. 

Professor (to HUNTER) 
Well I had to walk through--you, actually, to get to the squad 
car. That's when I went over the edge. My fuckin trauma trigger 
for sure! 


Hunter 
My apologies. 


Professor 


Accepted. But it made a hell of a tape! The college just 
purchased the rights. 


Hunter 


Was watched all over the world! Got a thousand letters. 
Was on Johnny Carson the once. Ed McMahon's a pisser! 


Porkpie 
Still to the right of Hitler? 

Hunter 
No way. I lost all my hatred. Hey republican democrat socialist 
communist. I don't give a damn anymore. Still do a little 
hunting and fishing from my wheel chair. NRA sends me all the 
outdoor magazines gratis. Watch all the cooking shows on the 
tube. Really caught up by the new light cuisine from France. 

Diane 
It's never too late to acquire new interests! 

Porkpie 
Make your souffle rise by threatening it. 

Hunter 
My rage has motivated a lot of my life, but not all to the dark 
side. The gluk in the air that awful day for example: got me 
more interested in the environment. Got myself to Penn State 


when I could take the pain. Long haul, but got my PhD in Ecology 
last June. 
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Others 
Hear hear! 
Hunter 


Miss all those freezing mornings in the gray woods but got a lot 
of awards to make up for it. For courage anc all that good shit. 


Professor 


Want to find out about each one of them, Doctor, but your 
story has been nesting inside the ex-officer's here. 


Policeman 


No matter, though I'll have to miss the cocktail hour since I 
have nighttime appointments. 


Hunter 
Lucky you. 
Porkpie 
Hey let's just hold it now and let me predict. I mean a fuckin 


obvious pattern is like emoy-jing! (emerging) You got interested 
in the medical problems of cops, all he booze and divorces and 
unhappy lots, and you went on to Temple University and the PhD in 
Clinical Psychology. 


Policeman 
Half right. Sort of. Gets complicated. Right school, half 


wrong client group, wrong program. It's the MD from Temple's 
medical school, Gynecology residency at Ohio State 


Professor 
Strain of cheerleading. 
Policeman 
Penitentiary For Women. 
Porkpie 
Bad cunt! 
70 


Policeman 


There are no metaphors in my practice. A doctor deals with 


reality. 
Professor 
That's only with one eye. 


Policeman 


Present practice is female police officers, wives 


of male officers. 
Hunter 

Good god! 
Diane 

Uh, do you have a non-police practice too? 
Policeman 

Small one. 
Diane 

Like to talk to you after a bit. Leakage. 
Policeman 


We can do tests but most women live with it. 
panties. 


Diane 
Thanks. I will. 

Policeman 
Sears or Pennys. 

Hunter 


Excuse me Ladies' doctor, but I'd like to get 
cS: 2e's 104 366 dike TV; af it Sines haix 
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Wear cotton 


through my thing. 
it's panties! 


and girlfriends 


Diane 

Underwear functions! It's for warmth and support. 
Hunter 

I'll ask the other half. 
Diane 


You shouldn't seek any argumentative edge because of your 
handicap. We're all handicapped. 


Porkpie 
That's for sure. (All laugh except HUNTER. ) 
Hunter 
Maybe you got your fill with that laugh. If not please indulge 
some more! Be my guest! I want to get into the rest of my story 
and there are some junior high school yocks in it that I just as 
soon not be bothered with. I ama scientist. All the silliness 
is unprofessional to say the least. 
Professor 
Quite right. 
Hunter 
Truth is never funny. Never! 
Porkpie 
I'm holding out for always. 
Professor 
Please go on. We can sniff the philosophy smear later. 
Porkpie 
Return of the banal anal. 


Hunter 


That awful day the air was severelv polluted. I maintain that it 
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pissed off my brain-- 
Porkpie 
That's professional. 
Hunter 
And my doctors agree, but not the insurance company. 
Diane 


I collected plenty! But you've got to grind those insurance boys 
till their balls whistle. 


Porkpie 


Now that's professional! 


Hunter 


In Blue--not whistling--Ball, a community not far from this 
spot-no laughing now! 


Porkpie 
My whip is my bind! 
Hunter 
--lives a group of squirrels I am devoting my, life to. 
Not even a snicker. Good! At any rate, besides my problem with 
the gasses in the air that day, I and my research group 
agree that the benzine etcetera was combined with Krypton even 


then secretly venting from Three Mile Island-~-- 


Porkpie 


They were rehearsing. 
Hunter 


and that these gases peculiarly combining caiused the adult male 
squirrels penis to extend enormously and-- 


Professor 


73 


Sick-ick-o! Even for this oddball group. 

Policeman 
I think our collective leg is being enormously extended. 

Hunter 
changed mode of locomotion. That is they spring...uh-- (Other's 
heads go up and down as if watching) as much as thirty feet high. 
Many have forgotten how to climb and it's painful too of course. 

Diane 
Poor little things. 

Policeman 
I'm skeptical, frankly. This trauma trigger business is being 
rather too well supported, the lies getting weaker. And all the 
emphasis on sexuality reflects the immaturity of the group and of 
the culture generally. 

Porkpie 
Oh poopy! Mr Policeman Doctor, the hunter's story is one hundred 
percent true. I have studied other manifestations of these 
squirrels. 


Professor 


(dancing) The trauma triggers education! The trauma triggers 
education! This will be groundbreaking! Groundbreaking! 


Diane 
The females? 

Hunter 
Mate once and die. 

Diane 
Nice. 

Hunter 
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But we're importing super giant females from Chad. Four feet 
tall. 


Professor 
I can't handle a four-foot squirrel intellectually. 

Porkpie 
Funny, I thought it was the only thing you could. 

Porkpie 
(in leaping dance) Ohhhhhhhh I whanged around and banged around 
this ole town too long. (He's shrieking jungle bird for a bit) 
Cluck cluck cluck I'm a PhD. We're all PhDs! Cluck cluck 
cluck. : 


Diane 


You could use some education yourself. You'ze the only one not 
to grow up! 


Professor 
Ooooops. Wellllll if the printer had finished the program when 
he promised you would have...uh, well, meet the chairperson of my 
department, uh, Doctors! 

Policeman 
My god! 

Professor 
And just let me interject here and make sure that all this sort 
of snobbishness is only unfounded rumor. You all remember the 
waiter with the steel wool beard and the quaint Dutch 
expressions. 

Diane 
Kissin vears out but cookin don't. 


Cook 


Our cooking can't at Burger King. 
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Professor 
Well he's on a tour of Australia now with his new wave group. 
Porkpie 
Dutch Tripe. 
Professor 
And that's why he's not here and not--as has been bandied 
about--because he doesn't hold the doctor's clegree. (PORKPIE 
whispers in his ear.) Hmpf. Julliard AND Columbia! Well then, 
Doctors, at next year's follow-up meeting we'll be batting a 
thousand per cent! 
Porkpie 
Horrible postscript number three! 


Cook 


Right on grossmutter! Vopper mit der cheezey wheezey und der 
pickle. But hold the french fries bitta. Yah vold! 


Hunter 
Throw mama from the wagon. 
Policeman 
That's not right somehow. 
Professor 
Let's restrain ourselves now. We're well beyond tourists. 
Porkpie 
Speak Blivit speak. For your edification, Sony Reel-To-Reel, a 
blivit is four hundred pounds of shit stuffed into a two hundred 
pound bag. 
Professor 
Even the idea of respect has left academic life. 


Policeman 
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I wonder why. 
Professor 


At any rate I find it amazing that when the population shows just 
fourteen percent of adults holding the doctorate--that's just a 
ballpark grope on my part-- 


Porkpie 
Keep your hands to your pelf. 

Professor 
--that all of us have attained it! 

Porkpie 


Well even though I've ATTAINED mine, I can't think of myself as a 
scholar, that is not exclusively. My scholarship feeds my art: 

I study the kitsch culture seriously; it, in turn, is the basis 
for my painting and sculpture. I am therefore wrapped up in this 
lucrative new mythology. My dissertation at Bowling Green 
focused on ceramic souvenirs of the burning girl; I myself 
designed a couple. After all, I was there on trauma--excuse me 
Hunter--traumas day. 


I'm vitally interested in any and all artifacts of the burning 
girl and will certainly pay you for any you pick up in your 
travels. The Swedes have been doing some wild, 


Hunter 
if severe, 

Porkpie 
things in crystal. 

Diane 


But why should she get ali the attention? 
Hunter 
Right! 


Porkpie 
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It's beginning to slacken and Stone Mac is starting to climb. 
Just as a sidelight: the two are never mixed, no fused ceramic 
statuette up to this time. 
Professor 
Hermaphroditic art! I love it! 
Porkpie 
Naturally. Bye the bye, Billy Mogus of Buttonhead, Tennesee has 
recorded a sermon on eight track wherein he says that the girl 
ignited spontaneously as a messenger of god submitting herself to 
the devil's devices to pay for our sins, and that Mac, having the 
insight into all of this horror, instantly turned to stone. 
Professor 
Faith can move mountains. 


Porkpie 


And the hunter was cut in half by the cosmic Mephistopheles for 
no particular reason. 


Professor 
That's the mother you gotta watch. 

Hunter 
You all hear that? I'm used, but I don't get a thin dime! 
Everybody's making money out of these damn tragedies but me. 


And I hurt right now! 


All you forever fuckin hear is burning girl burning girl, and 
Stone Mac, Stone Mac! Shit! Apologies, Ma’am. 


Diane 
Of course. 
Hunter 


But where's sliced Hunter? 


Professor 
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Well ... uh ... in the ceramics end you'd have to have two 
operations... uh... expensive. 
Diane 


If you could get a foundation interested-- 

Porkpie 
Mr. Kong of the Hong Trading Group says your agent is 
unreasonable, that his representing so many baseball players has 
given him inflated notions of what you're worth. 


Hunter 


I'm worth more's, what I'm fuckin worth! I'm sick of being 
Mr. Bizarre Aftermath. 


Professor 
DOCTOR Bizarre Aftermath. 
Hunter 


Right! Is this the way to treat the most famous handicapped PhD 
in Ecology? 


Porkpie 
It may unfortunately be too late. Merchandisers usually assume 
that just about everything in the world is totally new every five 
years. 


Cook 


Some restaurants switch themes that way: last year's Gold-Dust 
Charlies can become Pretty Paula's Pancake Platz overnight. 


Porkpie 


And it hurt, of course, that nobody wrote a popular song about 
you. There are twenty seven about the burning girl. 


Cook 


But just one about Mac. Stoney Mac by Flexible Flyer. We use it 
in light and sound shows at the hamburger. 
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Diane 

No burning girls ever hit the platinum! This one did! 
Hunter 

See what I'm getting fucked out of? It's criminal. 
Policeman 


You should have done a book right off the bat. Publishers'll 
do anything. 


Porkpie 
Start with the right prick your way is made in this world. 
Policeman 


Sometimes I wish the whole process would just stop. I get more 
crying than leakage really. 


Porkpie 
On the lighter side--excuse me, Hunter--Taiwan is absolutely 
flooding us with your squirrels, people using them for key 
holders and the like. Of course such an article has most appeal 


to a pruriens middle aged audience. They're "cute" and 
conversation pieces. 


Diane 
The kids don't like to talk or know how. We have funded courses 
on talking starting with a free-wheeling discussion of soap 
operas and frequently leading by semester's end to heavy chats 
about atonal music, astrophysics, cloning do's and don't's, and 
the like. 

Porkpie (dancing with PROF) 
How can there be a like? 

Professor 


There'sa no-a like-a! 


Diane 
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Careful Jerome. There’s that old dreadful side of you again. 
Professor 

Don't I know it! I'll distinguish myself again and soon! 
Diane 

You can't keep a good man down. 
Porkpie 

If he's really good you should try like hell. 
Policeman 


Someone should attempt a summary of this meeting before it gets 
too late. 


Porkpie 


That's the professor's job. He's always summarizing everything. 
He himself is a summary. 


Professor 
Western Logic and Eastern thought. Machaevelli and Christ-- 
Diane 
Jerome! Such ideas smell like burning. 
Porkpie 
Same old shit of fifteen years ago! Let's return to the now! 
My element. That same middle aged audience I was talking about 
in connection to the ceramic squirrels simply will not buy 
Mac statuettes. Surveys found the matter too taboo, frightening. 
Men don't wish to think about turning to stone. And so their 
wives don't seek to remind them with this particular trifle 
Of a gift. 
Diane 
That's precisely what the Scanlon Scourby Foundation is fighting 
against and we're making inroads. If we catch a victim early we 


can help quite a bit. Oh just the ordinary tasks can be made 
simpler, in line with the victim's increasing stiffness. Velcro 
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flys on trousers as an example. An ingenious unbender device 
to get the victim in and out of an automobile. It used to be 
hell to go anywhere with Mac. We had to scrub the trip to 
Disney World. 
Porkpie 
The professor has halt off coupons for Faggot World. 
Professor 
Goofy’s worth anything you have to pay. 
Policeman 
Have you been since? 
Diane 
Fabulous! You should take your wife. 
Policeman 
I'm not married. 
Hunter 
Does a veterinarian buy a cow? 


Diane 


Macho has lost all of its sadistic force. It's not even funny 
as anachronism. 


Porkpie 


You were a nice wifty lady fifteen years ago. Now you're a 
feminist. 


Diane 
Twist the balls off the world! 

Professor 
Oooo0000000. Start nowwwwwwwww. 


Porkpie 
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You may be happy to know, Duchess, that I'm predicting a genuine 
acceleration phenomenon spotlighting Mac as the burning girl 
fades. I'd say full acceptance within the yoar. 1 Know at 
sounds like a contradiction, but pretty soon men will have Mac 
statuettes in their offices and it'll be considered healthy too. 
They'll make low jokes about their colleagues and bosses. When 
the status- get close to a million sales figure worldwide then 
you'll see TV documentaries showing the condition in 
super-explicit detail. 


Then will get a couple of glacial interviews with newer victims 
on PBS and some snappy ones on FOX, the hardening sucker sitting 
between the whores with funny accents. A few months later we'll 
get telethon comedians camping Mac up, but somewhat gently at 
PEest. 


From that point sick and sicker jokes will circulate in the 
factories and universities. All of this inevitably leading to 
the beating up of Grave Calculus victims by roving bands of 
middleaged men, the arrest of some victims as public nuisances. 
And you can bank on the execution of one or two in a year. 
Acceleration phenomenon! The whole process'll usually will 
happen in five to ten years, but with A. P. it gets scrunched 
into one. 
From profound seriousness to camp to blood!-~that's Acceleration 
Phenomenon, Baby! 

Diane 
The foundation will handle any tromped up charges. I'll alert 
our legal department. By the way there is a poster we have which 
might help. Mac, kind of wall-eyed and pointing, with the 
caption IT COULD HAPPEN TO YOU. Directed to the militant haters. 

Porkpie 
Worst possible approach. 

Professor 
I'd agree. 


Cook and Hunter 


Money talks. 
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Diane 
Pay them off? 

Professor 
Why not? 

Porkpie 


Just until their Grave Calculus consciousness can be raised. 


Look what it did for women. 
Diane 

What's that supposed to mean? 
Porkpie 

I don't know. Most things mean without psp tesa: 
Diane 

Pay the haters off. I'll bring it up to the board. 
Professor 


After all, it works with us. 


Diane 


Too much truth is too much salt in the soup, Jerome. 


Professor 
Gotcha! 

Porkpie 
Like to keep the group away from morality. UWnproductive. 
everything. 

Hunter 


You mean discussions of morality, don't you? 


Porkpie 
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Whatever. I don't get hung up on what I think I might mean. 
I am an artist after all, and in my own work I have sculpted one 
seventeen foot high squirrel modeled after one of yours (nodding 
to HUNTER) and it's in a pocket park next to a nut shop in the 
Ginza section of Tokyo. The children, I mean it's meant to be 
felt, and they crawl over it as you can imagine and it's very 
much like a cannon at Valley Forge or something. Grandma popping 
away with her Instamatic. 

Diane 
Oh how I miss not having children! We tried towards the end but 
couldn't flatten Mac out from his wheelchair shape. And how he 
would protest! (laughs) But on a serious note, though, if those 
squirrels had developed enormous vaginas do you suppose as much 
attention would be paid in the world of souvenirs and art. I 
think not! 

Professor 


More! More! It could be built strong and more cheaply. 
Thinks that poke out are vulnerable! 


Policeman 


Don't forget it! 
Diane 


I'm talking about sex, not economics. 

Hunter 
You'd probably say that Krypton gas is sexist. 

Diane 
Why not? Everything else is. 

Hunter 
Well that kind of thinking just demolishes scientific thought-- 
it's as bad as the commercialization of my squirrels! Women are 
beyond everything. 


Diane 


Just taking over. 
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Porkpie 


I'm working on a multiple silkscreen of Mac now. 


Diane 
For which I'll save a spot over the sofa. I miss him so! 
When the Museum of Natural History took Mac away ... well I just 
can't go there is all. They tell me he's in a beautiful case and 
he revolves but-- 

Cook 
Half a horse! (They laugh.) 

Diane 
Just name Your price on the silkscreen. 


Porkpie 


Priceless of course. For you, nothing. It wouldn't exist 
without you after all. 


Professor 
None of this would. You changed all our lives! 
Diane 


Thank you Jerome. You've been an asshole in your life but you 
can give a moment grace. 


Porkpie 
Letsssss not get too kind. At best truth is temporary and it's 
never sentimental. But let me shoot though =o the end of my 
spiel. I predict that Mac's impact will eventually eclipse that 
of the burning girl. 

Diane 
All those years of prayers. 


Porkpie 


(to HUNTER) And there's half a million in the fringe if your 
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agent comes around. 
Hunter 

Aaaaaagh I think it's too late. The timing's off. 
Porkpie 


No! Listen! Here's a quarter of a mil from just a couple of 
years back : 


(sings, over-histrionic) 


Watch me I'm burning, 

Burning away. 

Watch me I'm turning. 

Turning from black to gray. 
Burning the day away. 

Burning the day away. 

Turning the day into fire! 
Turning the day into fire! 
Watch me. Watch me. Watch me. 
Fire fire fire fire fire fire! 
(increasing scream) Gone-nnnnnnnnnn! 


(Bangs on hamburger until COOK interposes his body.) 
Diane 
I don't know. I'm into Mozart now. 
Professor 
You go through pain to grow. 
Hunter 
I could write something like that. 
(sings) Don't make me laugh. 
It cut me in half. 
On the day that she burned 
I went Boon. (four echos) 
Porkpie 


Good core idea. Work on it Man! Just not raw enough for the 
times, that's all. 
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(The light on or in the hamburger gets illuminated and they 
all turn towards it. The following shticks are numbered 
Since characters repeat them. 


The second and following times the shticks are given, 
everybody is pretty much talking together--Bedlam--but doesn’t 


preclude the director designing a more harmonious ensemble piece 


[even with solos] at times.) 
Policeman 
Why does a policewoman wear cotton panties? (1) 


Cook 
mit der cheezy wheezy! (2) 


Policeman 


Actually it's not a joke . Well it is, but you'd have to know 
the research. (3) 


Hunter 


Spring away from the swarning evils of this world, pretty 
squirrels. (4) 


Diane 
You can't maintain your sanity and a stiffening mate. (5) 

Professor 

Burn baby burn 

That was a style! 

Yearn baby yearn. 

Heil baby heil! (6) 
Porkpie 


Words are turds. (7) 


All together: 
Policeman 2,4,5,6,7 


Coon 13,4, 5,6, 
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Hunter. 31657, 1-27 3 
Biase’ -6,7;,1; 2,3, 4 
Professor’: 1/2, 3,4, 55:7 
Porkpie 4,5,6,1,2,3 


(Now everybody repeats the initial statement but whispering 
reverentially as lights dim and spotlighted YROFESSOR speaks.) 


Professor 
(gesturing with pipe and grunting anally in pauses) 


What ... what to say in the post post-pyroconsumationary ying and 
yang of it all? More on the Anna rather than the Sigmund grid of 
course. And relative to what palliative; puzsuant to what 
prescience? 


It's our Karma then to radiate constructs of verbal splinters 
into a cosmos devoid of even an anti god. To to to to categorize 
all manner of categorical imperatives until spiritual exigencies 
formulate pasts beyond al_ futures. 


And futures--here you all differ I know--quintessentially 
essentially existential. But ... but we go on. And this 

on-ness it seems to me predates any attempt «o stop it. This is 
our dignity. We We burnish our blandishmentis, we we cavil at our 
own Cavalierities. And justly. Rightly. Rightly. 


It is, then, the SPIRIT OF MAN which will transcend all 
hamburgers. The transience of snacks for now places us but 
barely in the stars. And that is enough. Enough. Enough. 
For we bring our own fires from that day to this one. 
overcome) Thank ... I... please ... I- (spotlight fades as 
Hamburger light suddenly comes up full.) 

All 
(sigh) 


(Go to black.) 
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